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but a single letter from her Eoyal Highness since they set
out. I need not say to you that I never had such an
honour from the Duke. He, I do not doubt, is recovered,
and will for some time be the better, as he was before, from
so "wholesome an illness. I cannot be so tranquil on her
situation till after her delivery. The greatness of her courage
makes her support conflicts; but, perhaps, women of less
resolution, who abandon themselves to fears, undergo less
struggles.

Your brother, I believe, is recovered, at least Mr. Croft
thinks so* He is always lame, it is true, but his face still
fresla and juvenile. You and I are wrinkled parchments to
our elder brothers. They are Glastonbury thorns and bloom
at tlieir Christmas. I pretend to grow a little fatter, but
every other winter unravels me like Penelope's web.

There is nothing new here, at least within the sphere of
my knowledge. That circle is of slender extent, and does
not intersect either that of the court or the other of the
opposition: the secrets of neither reach me, who seek not
to penetrate them. We have both martial and pacific
symptoms. Commissaries2 are going with olive-branches,
and Acts of Parliament and regiments with daggers and
swords. We seem to enrage America, as if it were a
passionate man who is very sorry the moment his passion
is over. The House of Commons sits eternally, though half
of the usual number are gone out of town.

I saw the Duchess of Beaufort the other night, who
inquired much after you. You know her daughter3 is soon
to marry Lord G-ranby.

Tell me truly, is or has the Gabrielli been a great singer?
She has, at least, not honoured us but with a most slender
low voice. Her action is just, but colder than a vestal's,

2  Lord. Howe and Ms brother were appointed Commissaries.

3  I^ady Mary Somerset.
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be trusted in hands who could peti-
